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" I can find you a place to hide, but you will have to
pay heavily for it. Have you money ? If not, I think I
can get your cheques cashed."

" Thank you a thousand-----"

" And how do you propose to get out of Psamattia ? "

" Probably by climbing out of a window. You can trust
us to do that part."

" How will you find your way through Stambul ? "

*e We have just obtained a map."

" Good. I'll give you the name of the man who will
hide you, and will meet you there when you have escaped.
We can't talk here."

She opened her bag, took out a pellet of paper, flicked
it across to me without a moment's hesitation.

" Learn the way carefully," she said, " the hiding place
is about three miles from Psamattia. If you are asked for a
passport, say you are Germans."

"And the address?"

" Haide^ efendim ! " The sentry had seen me talking.

" You have it."

My heart was brimming over with things unsaid.

" I simply can't-----" I began.

" Don't ! " she said, to the novel on her knees.

And so I left her, with no salute to mark the great
occasion.

Neither of us had seen the other's face.

On rejoining Peter, I found him a very sick man. It
was cruel to keep him out of bed, yet there still remained
much to do.

The White Lady had written :

TkemstocU, Maritza Restaurant, SirkedjL

" Where is the Maritza Restaurant ? " I asked our Dog
Collar Man.